They went into the yard. The Tatar saw Murin from a
distance, took off his cap to him and stared slyly at Ordynov,
"Where's your mother? At home?" Murin shouted to him.
. "Yes."
"Tell her to help him move his things, and you get away,
run along!"
They went up the stairs. The old servant, who appeared to
be really the porter's mother, was getting together their lodger's
belongings and peevishly putting them in a big bundle.
"Wait a minute; I'll bring you something else of yours; it's
left in there. ..."
Murin went into his room. A minute later he came back and,
gave Ordynov a sumptuous cushion, covered with embroidery
in silks and braid, the one that Katerina had put under his
head when he was ill.
"She sends you this," said Murin. "And now go for goo-?
and good luck to you; and mind now, don't hang about," hre
added in a fatherly tone, dropping his voice, "or harm will
come of it."
It was evident that he did not want to offend his lodger, but
when he cast a last look at him, a gleam of intense malice was
unconsciously apparent in his face. Almost with repulsion he
closed the door after Ordynov.
Within two hours Ordynov had moved into the rooms of
Schpies the German. Tinchen was horrified when she saw him.
She at once asked after his health and, when she learned what
was wrong, at once did her best to nurse him.
The old German showed his lodger complacently how he had
just been going down to paste a new placard on the gate,
because the rent Ordynov had paid in advance had run out,
that very day, to the last farthing. The old man did not los.
the opportunity of commending, in a roundabout way, the
accuracy and honesty of Germans. The same day Ordynov was
taken ill, and it was three months before he could leave his bed.
Little by little he got better and began to go out. Daily life
in the German's lodgings was tranquil and monotonous. The
old man had no sj>ecial characteristics: pretty Tinchen, within
the limits of propriety, was all that could be desired. But life
seemed to have lost its colour for Ordynov for ever! He
became dreamy and irritable; his impressionability took a
morbid form and he sank imperceptibly into dull, angry hypo-
chondria. His books were sometimes not opened for weeks
together. The future was closed for him, his money was being,